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What fliould T doc,to make him know I love him, 

For I would faine enjoy him ? Say I ventur’d 
To fee him free ? what faiestheiaw then Thus much 
For La w,or kindred:! will doe it. 

And this night, or to morrow be (hall love me. .£*j ti 

This fliort flo. Sca ^ a 

rifli of Cor- c millet : ^Ar cite with a GarlanA,(src. 

nets and Thef ; You have done worthily \ . I have not fecne 

Shomcs with* Since Hercules ft man of tougher fyaewes; 

"*■ What ere you are, you run the belt, and wraftle. 

That thefe times can allow. 

Arcite. I am proud to pieafe you, 

I Thef What Countrie bred you ? 

Arcite. This ; but far off, Prince. 

Thef. Are you a dentleman ? 

Arcite . My father faid fo ; 

And to chofegcneie ufes gave me life. 

Thef Are you his heire? 
cArcite. His yongeft Sir* 

Thef Your Father 

Sure is a happy Sire then : what prooves you ? 

/ a Arcite. A little of all noble Quailitics * 

I could have kept a Hawke, and well have holloa’d 
To a deepe crie of Dogges ; I dare not praife 
My feat in horfemanfhip ; yet they that knew me 
Would fay it was my beft pecce : laft,aad greateP, 

I would be thought a Souldier . 

Thef You are perfeft. 

Tirith. Vpon my foule, a proper man. 

Emilia. Heisfo. 

Per. How doc you like him Ladie? . 

Hip. I admire him, 

I have not feene fo yong a man,fo noble 
(It he fay true, )©f his fort. 

Emil. Belceve, 

His mother was a wondrous bandfome woman. 

His face me thinkes,goes that way. 

\ Hjp> But his Body 





And foie minde,illuftrate a brave Father, 

Per. Marke how his vertuc.like a hidden Sun 
Breakes through his bafer garments. 

Hjp. Hee’s well got fore. 

Thef. What made you fecke this place Sir t 
Arc. Noble Thefem . 

To purchafe name.and doe my ableft fervicc 
To iuch a well-found wonder, as thy worth, 

Fo onely in thy Court, of all the world 
dwells faire-eyd honor. 

‘Per. All his words arc worthy^ 

Thef. Sir,we are, much endebted to your travdf*. 

Nor (hall you loofe your wifh : Tentheue 
Difpofe of this faire Gentleman* 

Perith. Thankes The fens, 

What ere you arc y’ar mine, and I mall give you 
To a moft noble fervice.to this Lady, 

This bright yong Virgin ; pray obferve her goodnefiej 
You have honourd hir faire birth-day, with your vertnes. 
And asyourtiuey’ar hirs 5 kifle her faire hand Sir. 

Are. Sir, y’ar a noble Giver X deareft Bewtic, 

Thus let me feale my vowd faith : wbcn_your Servant 
( Your moft unworthie Creacurejbut offends you. 
Command him die, he (hall. 

Emil. That were too crucll. 

If you deferve well Sir ; 1 (hall foone fee’t: (you. 

Y’ar mine,aud fome what better -than your rancke lie ufc 
1 Per. lie fee you furni{h’d,and becaufe you fay 
You are a horfonan, 1 mull needs intreat you 
This after noone to ride,but tis a rough one. 

tArc. I like him betcer ( Prince) I lhall not then 
Freeze in tny Saddle. 

Thef Sweec.you muftbe readie. 

And you Emilia you ( Friend) and all 
To morrow by the Sun, to doe observance 
To dowry May, in Dww wood : waitc wclISif 
Vpon your Miftris : £j»f(y,Ihope 
He (hall not goc a foote. 
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